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serves Winston with all his might. Also he is uncommonly kind-
hearted, and unofficial, after nearly 30 years in the Civil Service.
So he is made of tough stuff, somewhere: though I agree his
appearance and manners disguise his material.
Trenchard you will heartily enjoy. He can't write: he can't
speak: but he is a very great man. Incidentally he is the R.A.F.
Your bronchitis must have been bad. I know you've had it
before, by your own telling: but I didn't know that it kept people
a fortnight in bed. My idea of it was a sort of cold in the head,
with a stifled voice and inactivity, as its effects. Apparently it is
worse. Once it's better is it done with? or is it only a symptom of
chest-trouble? I mean, are you better now? or do you have to take
care always? It is alarming how ill lots of people I know have
been. Hogarth gone, and Hardy: G.B.S. and Mrs. Shaw both ill.
Mrs. Wells gone: and lots of the non-public figures, who are my
special pleasure. Eighteen months, it is, since I came away. At
this rate England in 1930 will be a very strange country to me.
I sent you a wire, asking you to lend the M.S. of The Mint
only. In your letter you say you will have 'typescripts' made.
This I regret. I'd prefer it to be only in the single copy. Safer
so, against dissemination. Also my handwriting is more difficult,
in its first 50 pages, than usual: and so the M.S. protects itself
against the idly curious. Do not send me a copy of the type-
script, any way. Post one, if there is a spare, to my brother
(8, Talbot Road, N.W. 6., I think he is, A. W. Lawrence he
calls himself) its owner some day, if he goes on living and I
don't. Lock the other away in some safe. Please do not let
people talk of it, as a book. I shall declare that there isn't one, if
anybody publishes a story about it: which might embarrass the
tale-teller. Just read it, and like it, if you can, and then shove it
in your book-shelf, and forget it, Garnett in will realise on it, a
decent but not-Lewis-Carollish increment, some day.
I've suggested to Faber (of F. & Gwyer) that he looks at the
Fontana script. F. is an old man, very queer: a natural scholar:
he hasn't much of the pride of authorship: wants his name kept
out of it: and is modestly prepared to re-write and adapt. It
struck me (the two chapters I read were of an earthquake in a
wooden court-house, and of the Moharram blood-ceremony in